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Councilma
Bill Badly
Not His

By FRANK WAF
Bcrrsvjixe Crrv, N. J.. Dec. 31.

INTENSE excitement was the order of
the day last night when Borough
Council met for its regular Friday

nigjit meeting in our palatial new Fire
House. It looked more than once, espeiialiy at the very windun. like Chief of
Police Herb Longstreet would have to take
sharp measures to prevent a panic among
standees.
Councilman Cornelius F. X. Quinn, the

eloquent ex-contractor and politician of the
metropolis, but who recently retired and
moved to this Borough just in time to be
elected to our Borough Council, again got
the floor first at Council meeting and
started all the trouble in the second hour
of his eloquent speech on the'movies.

In the first hour there was no excitement.During this first part Hon. Quinn
sketched eloquently the whole history of
all arts leading up to modern movies (motionpictures). He showed in this part
how the principle of the movies probably
was known in ancient times. Hon. Quinn
proved same by showing how everything
in all modern arts and sciences is only
some new fangled twist of principles and
inventions that were well understood, he
said, in ancient Irish civilization.

"But," then began to dramatically concludeHon. Quinn about 9:20, he now beginningto take up the main thread of his
discourse, "to jump, friends, from the high
intellectualities of the days of the great
Flann MacLonain ana the Four Masters
of ancient Celtic literature.what a far cry
it is from these ancient wonders of Celtic
thought to the only dang thing England
has contributed to the arts or civilization
in all her history!.that sole English con-

tribution being this Charlie Chaplin, Lon-
don born, doing the shimmy!
"And now, friends, before expatiating

further on this great subject I wish for to
introduce in Council a new Borough ordi-
nance, to be known forever as the Quinn
bill/'
Great excitement started. All Council

and standees instantly got on the qui vive
on account of this being the iirst hint of
Borough business possible to consummate i

since Councilman Quinn began speaking i

every Friday night all through Council
meetings.

"I move you," resumed Councilman <

Quinn when Chief Longstreet had restored i
order in Fire House, ''that something must i
be done by this Borough.hereinafter 1
known In the Quinn bill as the party of t
ihe first part.about making provision at t
Friday night meetings of Council to ad- t

mit to this august chamber those citizens 1
now unable to crowd in and hear your eloquentspeeches. j
"Be it resolved therefore that this Fire i

House floor back of Council seats no >
longer on Friday night be cluttered up s
with lire apparatus when I.or any of >
you has the floor. Oh, very lovely is this a

new toy of a Chemical No. 1 of yours, with i
its varnished gold and red paint and shiny t

open plumbing that not yet has felt water! c

Yet I move you that early each Friday
night we back this fancy jigsaw thinga- y
majig out to the curb of North Main and n
leave it there while "I
"Do you mean to say, brother." shouted fi

Councilman Luther Mickelman, our popu- g
lar Fire Chief, Ford agent and Council- v

man, he voicing the indignation in every
bosom, "that this Quinn bill proposes we f

History of th
By FRANK J. SULLIVAN. n

IT is not the fault of the pant that it is ''

a comparatively recent garment. The r

Greeks, of course, did not know the ''

pant, because they dressed In a sort of sheet *

which, while It had Its merits, did not have "

the compactness, the authority or the re- ^

spectabllity of the modern Rochester made ^
pant. Witness the plight of the great Venus
de Mllo, whoso sheet slipped halfway off and P
has remained that way down through the n

centuries simply because she had lost her ^
urrns and could not pull It back up again. si

Would she have had to exist all these
aeons of time looking like the heroine in the
third act of a bedroom farce If she had s|
i«en clad originally in a good, common sense a

business suit from a good, responsible Roch- rf

Hter house, with a substantial pair of sus-
^

ponders over her shoulders?
It does, though, seem strange that through V

ill these centuries, renlete with wlso mnn ln

and women like Solomon, Abraham, ColumIm 1 Queen Elizabeth, Queen Quality, St dl
Antftmny and Lady Qodiva, no one should
vor have thought to Invent the pant. It ^r(

-e. ms especially strange that Solomon and
iih' should not have conceived th» Idea of ,\

going Into the cloak and suit business. Yet
It must be borne In mind that these men and

trwomen, great nnd farseelng as they were, ,j,
overlooked the Invention of lots of other st
thing-. Did they Invent the blotting |Miper "
towel .' No! Did they Invent the hot (hie
Vo! Did they Invent the Democratic or Re- &
publican parties? thousand time N'o'
Then who of us shall blame them for over- w

looking the punt?
The reformers will say: Well, what is yotif .i

pant without your suspend, r? A poor help- pi
less, falling thing, A spineless body, a ship- "
less mast, a mas'l.-s,^ ship. A L< a without a ^Perrln, a Park without a Tilford. a Haiti$
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n Quinn's
Defeated,
Eloquence
ID O MALLEY.
should let our new Chemical No. 1 lay out
at the curb, come rain or snow, all the
time a big gasbag like "

Well, it sounded just like a hornets' nest
on account Of evervbodv shnnHnir at nncp

Foreman Orville Buckelew of Cbemical No.
1 even broke the law by advancing right
in among Council, Orv yelling he'd go
naked in the streets first so his own
clothes could lay over exposed parts of
Chemical in the rain.

In the uproar Borough Mayor Calvin
Van Scoick took a poll and the Quinn bill
was defeated by a vote of 1 for and 7
against, not counting all standees back of
Council seats all screaming "No!" also
each time each Councilman's name was
called in the vote.

Hon. Quinn went right on eloquently
talking during the great excitement and
hubbub of cheers that arose when the Quinn
bill was defeated. Parties near enough to
hear him in the uproar told ye scribe later
how Councilman Quinn kept shouting that
Lincoln and Parnell and Woodrow Wilson
and others with minds above the common
people's also got the rollers put under them
by the ignorant, and if it was the proletariat'swill he also would bow to the
storm and be. he said, the Julius Cesar
stabbed down by the Borough Brutus.
When Fire House was finally got quiet

enough so everybody could hear it was seen
that Hon. Quinn had for some minutes
been again well launched along the path
of his main discourse on the movies.
"The movies is the one business," Hon.

Quinn was resuming, "in which all of us,
without expending a cent of capital.as
I'll prove for you.have amassed grand
fortunes b« "

"I defy any ono^to prove 7 was ever in
the movie business!'" here shouted CouncilmanLuther Mickelman. As is well
known, Council Mickelman. in his capacity
of President of the "Lend a Hand Alliance"
of our local evangelical churches, has
lately been foremost in the movement here
to try to revoke the movie license of ManagerSig Rosenbluth of the Strand here on
account of the Fatty Arbuckle scandal out
in California.
"Mr. Chairman," angrily shouted Hon.

^qinn to Mayor Calvin Van Scoick, "I demandyou restrain Councilman Mickelman
from trying to monopolize this floor, as
ateadily he has this night, to the detrimentof the serious business of this body!
"To resume, friends.
"The movies, I repeat, friends, is the

ane business we've all amassed a grand
fortune in, without investing a cent in
it, because there's not one of us in the
and but has said to ourselves at some
ime or other: 'That's an ideal place, you
o yourself have said, 'for a movie meloHumin that vacant snlnnn nf niirlrtn'a

>eyond, now lying Idle.' 1
" 'Yen. I'll rent It from Durkln,' say

rou a week later.you now tossing nights
n your bed thinking of It. 'Yes,' adds j
'ou a month later, 'I'll bark the melodlum
mb rosa, putting a bright lad like that
'oung Aloysius Scanlon in it as manager
ind ostensible owner." And the melodlum i
s opened in Durkin's old place, and, sure
nough, there's a fortune in it. It's
rowded day and night to capacity.
'"But it was opened two weeks before
ou got around to 't. and the owner and
nanager's name is not Aloysius or Scan- i
on. He was born an Abromawitz and his <
Irst name is Moe, and. like all of Moe's
;reat people, he acted while the rest of us i
kere still thinking. I
"And wreaths of laurel and of bay, i

riends, should be twined on the brows of i

T n
e Long rant
noro without an Ohio. The unswcr to that ]
3 easy, of course. Point simply to the fact 1
ecorded in history that the suspender was Jivented October 21, 1826, by one Dr. Eben c

Swnttle of Norwich, Conn., who pot the
lea from watching his little daughter, Sem- a

ronia, swinging In a hammock. (See "His. JDry of Haberdashery in the United States,"
y H. Sehaffner Marx, Pp., 165-186, Vol. xxi.) aPoint then to the fact that the modern (ant came in somewhere around the beginingof the nineteenth century and ask 'vhem to tell you if they can what the pant
as doing for twenty-six years without the
uspender if it was aa dependent upon thut
upport as they claim.
Because the Influence of the pant in his-
Dry has not always been apparent Is no
gn that it has not been present. Other "

rticles figure greatly In history, and have n

iceived much free advertising in the school ''
ooks. Mrs. O'Learv's cow kicked a lamp ®

rer and Rome hurned. Helen of Troy put r.
rough edge on a collar and he Trojan

Par happened. Somebody shot a prince
1914 and the world war resulted. Shoot n

prince now and see what happens. You c

uildn't pick an argument with his immeatesurvivors, '
Just one Indirect, though well known, ref- ^
ence to the pant in history comes to nilnd M
: the moment. That is the beautiful de- w
» tit Inn Af Ho ^Uinnna *'

v. i.ra cmikiiuvi menu in * '

ppomatox, in which the historian drawn P
ir us such a touchtngly pathetic picture of c
ic venerable Ia< standing under a maple a
ee, sword in hand, Hps unflinching, in hi# tl
isty, worn old Confederate suit; while the w

urdy Grant stand* under another maple tl
ee, the inevitable cigar in his mouth wear* o
v his dusty, worn old Union suit. (Pee ei
allam, Life and Times of Florence N'ightin* tl
tie.) d
But for the long .mnt Buck Jones to-day w
onld he a member of the Bparlan Modal
luh In good standing. But for the long V
int Whitey would iot to day Is the Weagle V
r the Wlltoughby Roys. Bur]< knows th« tl
art the pant has dnyed with him, but to cl
10 ix'st of our kno vl.'di'. n-t IP f White? ci
ill flrst learn of his ineident when ho
srus** this chronicle. If he does pW« have the etory about Whitey from n

[E NEW YORK HERALD,

"In the uproar, Borough May<
and the Quinn bill was defeated by
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the Manager Abromawitzes of this nation!"cried Hon. Qulnn, he following his
usual practice Friday nights of ending
Council meetings poetically.

"It's the Abromawitzes' movie melodiums
throughout the land, friends, that lightens
the heavy cross of housework bearing hard
on the shoulders of every wife and mother
in the land. With the movies to go to, she
has but to warm up a can of cold beans
tor the family supper and try to forget.
thanks to the divine art of Charlie or
Doug or Constance.at the night show the
sorrows that were hers all afternoon while
she watched, from noon to sunset, thirty
reels of 'The Sorrows of Norma' at some
other movie melodium. And instead of
dishes to wash or crying children to mind
she now has Mack Sennett himself to delighther all "

"Well, colleague," interrupted CouncilmanChester Lahommadoo, our prominent
movie first nighter and well known Elk
and man about the Borough, "you seem to
be pretty familiar yourself with '*

"Every night, yes, I go, except Fridays,"
admitted Hon. Quinn, "but always under
protest. I go on the wife's account only.
"Ah, the fair land of the silver screen!"

cried Hon. Quinn eloquently. ''We give a
pinch of small change to Abromawltz's
ticket blond girl, and on the instant we
are inside the movie melodium and transportedto a paradise of a land wherein no
host or hostess in the grand parties that
they always are giving in Movieland seems
never stinted for the want of good liquor,
A land, friends, where automobiles always
start when you want them to start, where
nobody has moles and where Central alwaysinstantly gets the right number. And
that, friends, as you well know, is life
"Screenland is the place, friends, where,

after you've been ruined and also com-
mitted the murder, all you have to do.
ane jump ahead of the fadeout.is to let
Honest Cyril have the girl and you go
away and begin life all over. Penniless
though you are, you go aboard a fine,
expensive big ship and sail away hand
tomely to far Australia, there to rise high

: Shows Its !
Buck, who had it from Danny, the Beau
Brummel of copy boys. Danny belongs to
he Wllloughby Boys. Buck resides In Jersey
Tity, hence, of course, could not have known
>f the tale directly. s ,The Willotiehbv Bovs MO nnmcil frnm the
itreet on which most of them reside, is ore
)f those informal Brooklyn organisations of
'enrod Scoflelds, banded together for the
>urposes of life, liberty and the pursuit of
inything they happen to want. The only
hlngs not desired by the Willoughby Boys '
ire arithmetic, catechism and girls, and the
vorst of these, in the minds of tho Boys, are '
:irls.
Hence, it was unfortunate that shortly

fter his fifteenth birthday Whitey should '

iave succumbed to a grand passion for a 1

harmlng'suh-flappcr named Anna. Doubly '
nfortunate because Whitey was the Weagt<>
f the Willoughbys. and as such was sup- '

need to be a model of strength and good '
o to speak, conduct. T,ovo is neither an in- '

Ication of strength nor good conduct in the
loys' opinion.
There was something else; another black '

lark against Whitey. Once he went to the '

Ircus at the Garden and wrote a piece for r

he paper which was printed under the head- f
ig: "Whitey, the Almost Perfect Copy Boy, ^
'lews the Circus." This piece for the paper
ras plentifully larded with long adjectives, c

rhich were derived not so much from Whlsy'scranial recesses as from the circus o
rnvnini nn urliloli Hovt«w liVIInu < >! »-

us press agent, had run amuck, diction- C
rlly and polysyllahllically speaking. Hut
!ie Willoughby Hoys did not know this. How
'ere they to know It? All they knew was t
lat Whlley had written these big words, b
nd that branded him as literary. Being lltraryis nothing to brag about, so far as n

le Willoughby Boys are concerned, and they c
eclded that a literary person like Whitey o

as no fit perron to bo Weagle. b
On the first Hunday he worn the long pant b
Whitey was unaware of the fact that tho ti
willoughby Hoys, all of whom still wear
ie short pant, were meeting in solemn con- y
lave In tho basement of Danny'r house to
nnsider Impeachment prcceedlngs. b
He walked In unexpoc edly.In his long

ant. AH mouths dropped. Nothing so draintlchas occurred in history slnco Wash-

SUNDAY, JANUARY 1,

jr Calvin Van Scoick took a poll
a vote of one for, seven against."
^

in politics, no doubt, and be respected by
all native Australians.
"And that, friends, as you well know, is

real life!
"It's in the movies, friends, where the

wives on the screen always help, never
hinder, their husbands in trouble. It's in
the melodiumland where you smile coldly
into the six shooter, and you have only to
say:

" 'Drop that gun, you cad!' and the dirty
crook drops it.

"It's the land, friends, where there's alwaysa cop on the beat when you need one.
It's the place, too, where a gray flannel
shirt means you're honest, friends, and
where the good are always rewarded on
earth, friends, and those in trouble has
always a friend in need to help them.
"And that life, friends, is it!'' shouted

Hon. Quinn, now very angry and excited.
Councilman Quinn strode across the

aisle, he now shouting into the face of
Councilman Luther Mickelman.

"It's in the movies, Friend Mickelman,"
hollered Hon. Quinn very loud, "that when
the hero of great oratorical gifts rises to
address crowds of his fellow men, Mickelman,he is not once interrupted, Mickelman!And is that like real life, Luther
Mickelman?"
Everybody was now frantically again

on the qui vivc. Mayor Van Scoick jumped
up excitedly and began pounding his gavel
in the gathering-uproar.
"That is life, is it, Mickelman?" Hon.

Quinn was now screaming, shaking-his fist
in Councilman Mlckelman's face. "Yes,
like haitch that is life! Like h.1 that is
life!" he screamed, Hon. Quinn now losing
all discretion and cursing. "Like h "

A piercing shriek from Councilwoman
Faith Prettyman here caused intense excitement.It looked like there would be a
panic.

It took Mayor Van Scoick and Chief
Herb Longstreet up to twenty minutes to
restore order. By then, it being 10 o'clock,
Council had to adjourn its other business
until next Friday night.

fopi/right, the Hell Ptmdlcate, tnr. (1012).

Strong Hold
ington crossed the Monongahcla. Buck
Jones, In telling the story, described It aptly.
"Gee," he said, "Whitey's pants knocked

'em cold!"1
The Impeachment proceedings were

dropped. The Willoughhv Boys bowed to
the prestige of the pant. The day was saved.
Whitey is still -Weagle and to this dayknowsnot that but for a few inches of
pant, the distance between his kn«e and his
foot, he might be u Past Grand Weagle of
he Willoughby Boys.
Alas and alackaday! How different the

itory of Buck Jones. "Blackballed for
Breeches" might be the title of Buck's
ragedy. He came in on < day agog with
nthusiasm, hair less combed than ever,whistling a message of Joy through the
aroken front tooth.
"Gee," he announced, "I been eleketed a

nember of fhe Spart'n Social Club over In'oisey City. Gee, we're gonta have a football
earn an' a room over Fowler's delicatessen."
Ho continued to state that meetings would

le held on Tuesdays, dues would he 10 cents
he week, and that several mothers of rriemlersof the bunch had contributed articles
if furniture, such as sofa pillows, cups.>oker decks and games of lotto, parchesl.
kc., designed to make the elnbroom take on
he coay, comfortable air of tho modern
lub.
Next day he came looking like Patience
n a Monument and handed us a paper.
"it's rroni the mlnnlts of thp Spart'n Social

Mub," he said bitterly.
The excerpt road as follows:
"The Spartan Social Club will raffle off a

en pound turkey for Christmas. Shares will
e 10 Cts.
"At the meeting lost night Buck Jones'

lame was brought up for membership to the
lub. Buck, however, was blackballed by
ne person, which was Just enough to keeplm out of the club. Not many of the roomershave anything against Buck. Ho corainlyIs a nice fellow."
"What's the Idea?" wo inquired. "Wsren't
ou sleeted?"
"No," said Buck, "canteha sto I was blackailed?"
"Why?"
"Moeauso I was the ony guy In tho club

bat ain't got long pants on, that's why I"

1922. '

Ramblin
By EDWARD /

WHEN* we attended the recent six day
bicycle race at Madison Square
Garden It was our first peep at a

contest of this hind. We went with a

projudlce, for we had decided in advance that
an endless grind of this sort could not be
interesting. Our feeling toward six day bike
racing was like the average man's attitude
toward those freak 100 mile walking races:
it ia wonderful to think that athlete* can

travel that distance afoot without stopping
but who wants to see them do it? This is
our feeling toward most endurance tests.

If you had a chance to see a professional
strong man lift a hundred pound weight over
his head a thousand times in succession
would you ero? Out of curiositv. Deriiaos.

and if you did you'd weary of the performanceafter the twenty-flfth count. Or
the thirtieth. The reBt of the evening would
resolve itself into a counting bee, and your
first impulse would he to go home to the
family and the old brier pipe. "Great
stunt!" you'd say on the way out, but if you
were invited the following week to watch
the same man lift a five ton girder 3,000
times in succession, using only the thumb
and middle finger of the right hand to performthe feat you'd decline with thanks, or
without, according to your manners. This
time you wouldn't even be curious.
We were curious about the Hix day bike

race.curious to learn if it was as dull as
we thought. When we took our seat the
riders were plodding along at a pushcart
pace. This was on the fourth night of the
race. We didn't wonder that they were movingslowly;, we wondered that they were
moving at all.
Then we looked around us. The Garden

was packed; there was hardly an empty
seat. The gallery.which we later visited.
was Jammed. The roof beams were dotted
with bike fans who had draped their legs
around the latticed steel work with all the
efficiency of monkeys. Hundreds of less
agile.or less intrepid.fans were standing
in the rear. Hundreds more were being
turned away at the door. The house was
sold out at 8:45.

AS we surveyed that tremendous crowd
.one of the largest we have ever
seen in Madison Square Garden.

we sensed that we had made a mistake
about six day racing. These people weren't
here to keep out of the cold. They were
here for thrills. And the thrills came. For
if there is anything more exciting than a
line of flying bicycles shooting up those
steep wooden embankments and tearing
around the bend like comets in a hurry we'd
like to know what it is.
The purpose of all ot which is to show

that it is unfair to regard the six dav bike
race as a mere endurance test. That phrase
"six day" is deceptive; it started our prejudiceand kept us away from these contests
for years. We imagined a string of cyclists
plugging along stubbornly to see how far
they could ride before dropping off their
bikes. We were totally unprepared for what
we saw.a series of ten brilliant sprints in
the course of an hour. How the riders managedto do it after four davs of ridinc we
don't understand. But they did and we were
converted.
We wonder whether we'll ever finish the

nonsense rhyme we started at the race. Only
one precious quatrain Is ready for inspection:
The riders are pedaling wheels
The venders are pedd'lng eatsT .

The riders are hot. Too bad they've got
To ride so many heats!

Tf the riders would call themselves psychliststhink of all the Freudians who'd turn
out to watch 'em!

THE other day a motion picture producerto advertise a movie of .1a.ll
life had five men dressed in prison

stripes parade up and down Broadway.
Which reminds us that while prison stripes
are no longer fashionable in our tails (no.
wt didn't read this in "What the Men Will
Wear for the Winter Term") the popular
conception of a convict is a man marked
like a zebra.

Stripes have not been worn at the leading
Jails for some time. Dame Fashion has decreed,as the writers on modes would say,
that the prisoner of good taste shall wear
plain gray. So stylish prisoner would think
of wearing stripes at Sing Sing, for Instance.
In fact. It isn't permitted. Gray . plain
gray, we repeat.is the reigning color, to
quote the modistes again.
Thomas Mott Osborne brought about the

abolition of stripes at Sing Sing. Stripes, he
thought, labeled the prisoner too harshlv.
Many prison wardens agreed with him, with
the result that numerous penal institutions
did iwty with the familiar prison garb.
Yet for years to come we expect to see

prisoners wear striped suits on tho stage
and in the movies. This and the practice of
representing English hankers as gentlemen
with side whiskers who are in the habit of
referring to banks as counting houses will
die hard.

TUB COLORFUL. DICTIONARY.
TO our notion one of the most inter-

estlng features of the main reading
room of the Forty-second street II-

brary is the dictionary sector. Tho diction-
aries are consulted by so many people that
tho other day It was over an hour beforo we j
could look up the Jawbreaker that was pus- |
zling us.

A good dictionary Is fascinating. You (
consult It to find out tho meaning of "Zo- ,
roastrianism" or "etiolate'' and find your^ jself, fifteen minutes after von have found
out what you want to know, admiring the »
picture of a penguin or the diagram of h ;calling vessel, which toll* you, among other
thing*, that (a) Is the deck, (b) the deckhand.(C) the fo'c's'le, (d) the skipper and
(e) the ocean. '

That the library authorities are awaro of
the fatal fascination of the dictionary Is
proved by the fact that each copy of Mr
Webster's ponderous work bears a little ,typewritten note that reads:

In fairness to others you are asked to \
limit your use of this dictionary to the f
shortest time possible. This copy may
not be used for reading or continuous rstudy. ,
The man who used tho dictionary ahead t

of us is a rapid reader. He didn't consult It V
for more than ten minutes, and yet when a
he finished he had reached Page 2,537. r

' 'Round
ANTHONY.
TWO schoolgirls to our left have decided,after a Ave minute debate,

that there are thirty-five panes of
glass In each of the enormous arched windowsof the reading room. The girls are
correct.
They may not be doing any reading but

they arc counting everything in sight. They
have decided, among other things, that there
are eight rows of diamond shaped tiles in
the walk that runs down the center of the
room.
Before long wo expect the girls to begin

counting the books. They "lisp in numbers,"as Alec I'ope would sa^r.
AN interesting way to spend a half hour

is to stand near one of those stands
that sell out of town newspapers am:

watch the eager purchasers devour the home
tidings. Some of them don't budge from thi
stand until they've read every word. They
lick up "local" after "local" as avidly as a

man reading the clauses of a favorable will
.Not even me anxious unuuier in iuii\n win

so crisply snaps his paper open to the quotationcolumns and devours every line of th<WallStreet news can quite match for greed
and Intensity the out of towner licking up
the home doings. The speculator has th<
easier task; he has only a few financial
columns to read. The out of towner has a

whole paper to peruse. We've watched him
perform, and doubt If there is a speedier
reader in the world.
The out of towner reads with such evident

pleasure that one almost expects Mm to
smack his lips after each item. It is a zestfulperusal even when the news is no mon
important than that
The Blairs, wno visited the Browns.
To-morrow night are leaving.

It looks like snow for Christmas, though
Such things are quite deceiving.

Up at the Simpsons' it's a boy.
Eleven pounds.a dandy.

There'll be a play on New Year's day
In church.and cake and candy.

Jake Olson bought another cow.
Try (ad ) McCullum's poolroom.

Be at the dance (in case you prance)
To-morrow in the schoolroom.

The libr'y has another book,
Eliza Adams gave It.

Jack Lawson's mare is sick for fair.
Although he hopes to save it.

The frost is not as had this year
As it was other winters.

Ned Allen's hack on Elton's hack.
Try Keller's (ad.), good printers.

Lem Atkins, home from college, says,
"Nothing like education."

Died yesterday.Eugene McKay,
Survived by one relation.

Wo do the out of towner an injustice ir
speaking of the unalloyed bliss with which
he reads. No doubt it saddens him.if only
temporarily.to read of Eugene McKay's
demise.

DON'T the women who are strangers
in the big city buy their home
town papers? In a half hour we

witnessed the sale of more thun twenty out
of town papers, and all were bought by
men.

Conventional minded cynics will say that
women, who know all the news.even that
which transpires miles away.don't need
to buy the papers. . But that is a poor
argument. Our notion is that the women
figure that if any real news breaks it will
find its way Into the New York papers. A
woman wants real scundat or no scandal.
A man is satisfied with street corner and
poolroom gossip.

ICE CREAM FOR BREAKFAST.
WHY are ice cream parlors open mornings?If no one ate ice cream for

breakfast these places wouldn't be
open in the forenoon.
We decided to pay a 10 o'clock call a!

our favorite icc creamery to see who th
early birds were. . . .

We don't know what the idea was or how
he survived it, but we do know that at 10:05,
with the wind blowing briskly outside, he
ordered.and ate.a chocolate marshmallow
sundae. There was nothing unusual about
his appearance. To look at him you would
never suspect that anything was wrong with
him. He ate his Ice cream breakfast dellb
erately, perfectly conscious of what be wa^
doing. It was all very puzzling. Maybe he
was working off an election bet. Or perhaps
tliis was something new in dietetics. .

A few feet away another chap was drink
ing lemonade. That we understood. I emonadeIs good for a hangover.
But the lady eating the matutinal banana

split.that left its puzzled again.
Still, in the old days we breakfasted morn

than once on beer and pretzels, so perhapn
we should make some allowances.

THE POPULAR FISH.
THERE Is a restaurant on Broadway

Jhat has a very popular window display.alive flsh In a large tile botlomedglass lnclosure. Hundreds of peopledop to look at It in the course of a day.They give it the most thorough kind of eximination.They Inspect it from head to
foot.from bow to stern, we mean. Theyremark each detail, wonder how much It
weighs, what kind It Is and whether It's a
jood game tlsh. One man stood watching
t so long that we momentarily expected him
o go in and have It wrapped up.Fifteen minutes from this restaurant Ishe Aquarium, home of thousands of flsh.
nosi or thorn inoro interesting than the one
n the window. How many of the men, wr
vender, who stare at the fish In the windov
lave ever been inside the Aquarium?

"The Sea View Sun"
THE Hm View Fliin. a clever llttlo mogaslnepublished monthly by the

patients of the hospital of the same
lame for the tubercular at West New Brighon.Staten Island, la as cheery as its name
mplies. It affords diversion to the patient*
vho by reaaon of their disease are cut on
rom the world. Many of them write for It.
As the publication la self supporting and

nust be sold, many of the patients who
vould like to read It are not able to afford
he subscription price, which is $1 a year.
Vny one caring to subscribe In the name of
i patient would he bringing a little brightlessinto a drub life.
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